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squeamish Evelyn, at the Bear Garden, saw a bull
toss a dog into a lady's lap many feet above the
arena; saw also two dogs killed and the show end,
amid applause, with an ape on horseback.26

Through all this rough texture ran a thread
of pure beauty. Perhaps it was because the fields
were never far away; trees invaded the streets
and squares; there were gardens lurking behind
the houses, and nightingales in Lincoln's Inn,
And since the fields were so near, the recreations
of the citizens were still in part rural. On May
Day the milkmaids with garlands and silver on
their pails, danced down the Strand with a
fiddler playing before, while Nell Gwynn, in
smock sleeves and bodice, stood at the door of
her lodgings and watched them go by. All
round the town were the green places to which
the Londoners repaired whenever their occasions
allowed them: Hyde Park, with its balustraded
ring round which the coaches drove the rich
and fashionable; Moorfields with its mulberry
trees; the meadows and milk of Hackney for
the apprentice, the farthing pie-houses of Hoxton
for the mechanic, and Epsom waters for "Steeple
hat" the burgher and his mincing lady. One might
sit in one's coach and drink ale at a tavern door,
or take a morning mess of cream and sillabub
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